6                    GEORGE DEWEY

My memory has kept no account of the number
of boyish battles that I was in. The first day that
the legislature sat was always a great occasion in
the State capital, and boys used to come in from
near-by towns for the gingerbread and sweet cider
festivals, counterparts of the pea-nut and lemonade
festivals of to-day, while their elders were shopping,
trading horses, and talking politics. For the phalanx
of our street it was an occasion for proving whether
or not the outsiders were more valiant than we.

One of my favorite deeds of bravado was de-
scending the old State-house steps blindfolded, with
the on-lookers wondering whether I would slip on
the way and take the rest of the flight head first.
I was a good swimmer and had plenty of opportunity
for practice in the waters of the Onion River, since
called the Winooski, which was near our house.
Perhaps some boy may have since excelled me in
the length of time that he could hold his head under
water, but my record was unbeaten in my day. It
gave me the authority of leadership in all water
functions*

On one occasion, when the river was swollen to a
flood, I thought that it would be a grand exploit to
drive a horse and wagon across the current. The
wagon was submerged. I crawled over the dash-
board onto the horse's back, and he brought me
drenched to the shore. I was less worried over
what I had escaped than over the reckoning that